264                TENNYSON'S POEMS
That Sheba came to ask of Solomon/
c Be it so' the other ' that we still may lead
The new light up, and culminate in peace,
For Solomon may come to Sheba yet/
Said Cyril ' Madam, he the wisest man
Feasted the woman wisest then, in halls
Of Lebanonian cedar: nor should you
(Tho' madam you should answer, we would ask)
Less welcome find among us, if you came
Among us, debtors for our lives to you,
Myself for something more/  He said not what,
But ' Thanks/ she answer'd (go: we have been
too long
Together : keep your hoods about the face;
They do so that affect abstraction here.
Speak little ; mix not with the rest; and hold
Your promise: all, I trust, may yet be well/
We turn'd to go, but Cyril took the child,
And held her round the knees against his waist,
And blew the swoll'n cheek of a trumpeter,
While Psyche  watch'd them, smiling,  and  the
child
Push'd her flat hand against his face and laugh'd ;
And thus our conference closed.
And then we stroll'd
For half the day thro* stately theatres
Bench'd crescent-wise.   In each we sat, we heard
The grave Professor.   On the lecture slate
The circle rounded under female hands
With flawless demonstration: followed then
A classic lecture, rich in sentiment,
With scraps of thundrous Epic lilted out
By violet-hooded Doctors, elegies
Aid quoted odes, and jewels five-words-long
That on the stretch'd forefinger of all Time
Sparkle for ever: then we dipt in all
That treats of whatsoever is, the state,
The total chronicles of man, the mind,
The morals, something of the frame, the rock,